DAWN

not------"    He looked at Spiro, who grinned and pricked

the captive suggestively with his knife.

The proprietor declared that throughout his life he
had always spoken the truth and that not for all the wealth
in the world would he attempt the least deception now.

" Good," said Waterlow. " Well, then, who came here
to-night in that empty automobile waiting in the court-
yard?"

" A lady and a gentleman."

" Where's the chauffeur ? "

" There is no chauffeur. They have come without a
chauffeur."

Waterlow looked at Spiro, who tickled the innkeeper's
ribs again. He crossed himself and offered his soul to the
Evil One if he was not speaking the truth.

The German had good nerves, Waterlow thought, to
drive alone. Odd, though, that Milton should have
omitted to notice that von Rangel was at the wheel him-
self. He was not usually so unobservant, but of course
he had been in one of his funks. Perhaps this fellow was
lying. Well, if he was, he could be dealt with later. There
was no time to waste in cross-questioning. And there
did not seem much point in telling a lie about the
chauffeur.

" Where are this lady and gentleman now ? "

They were in the first room that looked out on the sea
as you reached the hotel from here. The first door was
the room that looked on the terrace 5 the second door
alongside the balcony was theirs.

When the innkeeper had been gagged and tied up,
Waterlow went over with Spiro and Vassili to the en-
closed terrace and gazed at that blanched shell of a building
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